4                    LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

will edify you oddly. So I hasten to finish
this letter. Adieu. Do not begrudge me
the flattered picture which I have made of
myself,

II.

PARIS.

FRANKNESS and truth are rarely good
things in regard to women; they are almost
always bad things. Now you consider me
as a Sardanapalus because I went to a ball
of the Opera's ballet girls. You reproach me
for that evening as if it were a crime, and
you reproach me for praising these poor girls
as if it were a greater crime still. I repeat
it, make them rich, and there will remain
to them only good qualities. But the aris-
tocracy has raised insurmountable barriers
among the different classes of society, in
order that one should not see how like the
things that happen on this side of the fence
are to those which happen on the other
side. I want to tell you a story of the
Opera which I learned in that perverse com-
pany. In a house of the Rue Saint-Honore"
lived a poor, woman who never went out of class. There is only one
